forth an envelope from his pocket "Here's a letter for
you, I forgot it this afternoon. Sorry*39

She was reading again. "Put it on the table," she
said* without raising her eyes. He laid the letter on the
table and quitted the room* At the door he looked back^
but her head was bent over her book.

As he removed his clothes it did seem that that heavy
fading odor of Belle's body clung to them, and to his
hands even after he was in bed; and clinging shaped in
the darkness beside Mm Beliefs rich voluptuousness
until within that warm, not-yet-sleeping: region where
dwells the mother of dreams5 Belle grew palpable in
ratio as his own body slipped away from him. And
Harry too, with, his dogged inarticulateness and his
hurt groping which was partly damaged vanity and
shocks Je^ mostly a boy*s sincere bewilderment that
freed itself terrifically in the form of movie subtitles.
Just before he slept, his minds with the mind's uncanny
attribute for irrelevant recapitulation^ reproduced.
with the startling ghostiiness of a dictaphone an inci-
dent which at the time he had considered trivial. Belle
had freed her mouth9 and for a moment, her body still
against his, she held his face in her two hands and
stared at him with intents questioning eyes. "Have you
plenty of money, Horace?" And "Yes," he had an-
swered immediately, "of course I have." And then Belle
again, enveloping him like a rich and fatal drug, like
a motionless and cloying sea in which he watched him-
self drown.

The letter lay on the table that night, forgotten; it
was not until the next morning that she discovered it
and opened it.

UI am trying to forget you I cannot forget you Your
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